FEAR

In the hall, the maid relieved her of her coat. From
upstairs came the sound of her boy's voice at play with
his little sister. The things that surrounded her were her
own, they conveyed a sense of security, and gave her
back the mask of self-possession she so urgently needed.
She smoothed the troubled look from her brow and eyes
with the tips of her fingers, assumed an innocent air, and
went into the dining-room where the table was set for the
evening meal. Here she found her husband reading his
paper.

"You are late, my darling, very late," he said with a
note of tender reproach in his voice. Then he got up and
kissed her affectionately on the cheek.

This produced in her a renewed feeling of guilt, which
she found it difficult to hide. They took their places^ and
the man, from behind his paper, asked casually:

"What kept you so long?"

"I ... I was having a cjiat. . . with Emily .. . and she
had some shopping to do ... so I went with her."

What an ass not to have prepared a sensible story!
Irene was furious with herself for telling so clumsy a lie.
Usually she had concocted a plausible tale beforehand;
but to-day fear had made her forget. . . . Suppose he ...

"What's up, Irene, my dear?" he husband inquired.
"You seem quite flurried; and why are you dining in
your hat?"

Her hand darted up to the incriminating headgear.
Caught again, she thought, as she went to her room to
make herself more presentable. How restless her eyes
looked in the mirror. She must get hold of herself. A few
minutes sufficed, and then she rejoined her husband.

The maid served them their meal, and thenceforward
the evening ran its usual course. Perhaps the couple
were a little more chary of words, and a little less com-
panionable than ordinary; when they did exchange a
few remarks, these came hesitatingly. Irene's thoughts